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je SO TOIL IP NE TIDE ENSTOMC 


Charles Joyner Johnnie Wilson 


Ajuiat O°UG Fisk 


The world is what we make it. Its future rests in our hands. What shall 
we do with it? Shall we destroy it or build it up again? Shall we continue 
to make it a prison or a home — a “Land of the free” or a “land of a few’? 
Shall we allow ourselves to fall into irreparable ruin for the sake of money, 
pride, power ard competition? Shall we continue to slash Earth with hate, 
despair, injustices and moral degradation or shall we take the knives of de- 
struction from Earth’s throat and nourish her with love, hope, justice and 


mortality? This is our world. Each of us is responsible for what it is not 
and for what it is. 


KATIE J. LAWSON 


Ee, 


Time is no longer filled 

with the pleasure of love. 
It is now ceaseless with the vision of the past. 
Anxiety has made the path unbearable. 
Over the years, the minutes were immensely enjoyed 


in wonderful thought and action. 
And the action has ended. 


Now, the though is dreaded 
Deep within the being, 


A feeling of apathy arises 

And takes the place of the desired. 
Between that which is 

loved, needed, valued, and wanted 

What causes the throbbing rapture? 
The maintaining of the past goal 
Was not changed, 
Just terminated against all will. 
Brief experiences with pain, 


Are now replaced by constant agony. 
First, impulse, Run. Why? 


Stand fast and receive what has come, 
What is itP Pain? | 


Time, the merciless destroyer? 
Time, the unsentimental healer? 
Time, the ultimate solutions? 


FREDERICK DAVID KEARNS 


R. DAVIS 


CHILD 


{OTHER’S 


N 


VOALON SAP iT EeVigies 


wrong way 
Detours 
yield 
Curves 
Stop Sign. 


TINKER WICKLE 
VANZELL WOODARD 


I's a Fresham in this world! 

All the hard-work needed done, I needn’t care! 

Someone told me I’s a pretty girl! 

Gonna git that man so’s my baby'll have light skin-n-good hair. 


I’s a Senior in this world! 

Once I was a pretty girl! 

Fast play and no-count job left me wrinkled in the morn! 
No good man left, and baby died before it was born. 


PARMELLA 


IPROPIGIE SIEIEID) IRIE AC IP LOIN 


I looked inte your deep dark eyes, 

And every dream I’ve ever dreamt 

Melted like aspirin down my throat, 

Stung like Hell in my Kidneys, 

Drained uncontrollably through my bladder 
And ate the porcelain off the commode. 

- . . . Damn! I’m lucky 

Just think what might have happened 

If I had touched your deep dark hands! 


PARMELLA 


Is 
Is 


Is 
Is 


Is 
Is 


Is 
Is 


Le ETE 


In her I see charm 
In her I see poise 
In her I see Numbers 
I see the Surface 
So, I really don't 
See her. 
TINKER WICKLE 
VANZELL WOODARD 


Ro Gime AGN DWE RONG 
iii ieAmee Ome eri me Ol Tessin LLOUN 


Right the things that were here before we came? 
Wrong the things that we hope will remain? 


Right the things that we try so hard not to see? 
Wrong the things that we continue to let be? 


Right the things that we hope will never change? 
Wrong the things that we try to re-arrange? 


Right the things that we make to be true? 
Wrong the things we tell others not to do? 


Oh God show us what is Right and what is Wrong. 
Please God show us before we are too far gone. 


Tree, 


JAMES C. WILLIAMS, JR. 


The stories you could tell! 
The sounds that tease your seasoned ears: 
Labored footsteps of janitors and maids 
Heated discussions of the teams’ successes and losses 
Growling remarks about the cafeteria food 
Fashion tips of jacket and jean-clad girls 
Constant jabbering of students 
Sweet whispers of lovers 
Do you not hear the mumbled hopes, chanted desires and unwanted fears? 


I wonder. 


KATIE J. LAWSON 
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COLLINS 


B. 


C 


MAN 


ANATOMICAL 


i dig 

the music 
digging me 
deeper into 
my thoughts 
my memory 
of the past. 


im 
in a trance. 
im 
a spaceman 


traveling through time 
in a glance. 


but 

the music 

ends 

and my thoughts 
surface 

im home 

again. 


such a 
short time 
for a 

long trip. 


PHIL-NAPTIL 


ALIAS PHILIP N. HENRY 


Ag ROKRENEOLADE AU lays 


They were beautiful — 

Yellow orchids, white and yellow daisies 
Trimmed by nature in pale green 

Tempting the eyes in a vase of ebony. 


Their beauty is wilting 
day by day, 
Yet, they refuse to die 
for each day another bud unfolds. 


Time and their surroundings 
shall destroy their sweetness 
> But they will always bloom for me 


because they have been a part of my life. 


KATIE J. LAWSON 
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DIESD ag Ge Anion 


I am reaching for the dreams 
That many will not buy. 
I am reaching for the goals 
Trying to do or die. 
I am keeping my hopes, 
Not questioning “why.” 
I am reaching for the dreams 
That I have been denied. 
But, I will not relent 
Until I have tried 
KATIE J. LAWSON 


AMERICA — 
THE GREAT SDEA DS Ver Gian 


america — 


the great dead weight 
the country crusher 

of the world 

the mighty baby nation 
sucking other populations 


america — 


the resource stripper 
the pimp of nations 

at bay 

called to a halt 

with a drop of oil 

when an Abrabian prince 
stopped her play. 


EVELYN PROCTOR 


Oe Aa ekg lear. 


In closets stuffed of old clothes 
I seek to find a costume. 
One designed for a character 
In a play, in which I star. 
The problem lies in knowing 
Who or what the character is, 
For the writer did not make clear 
In words, the demands required. 
In words, the demands required. 
So, I prowl this dark store-room 
Trying on guises of vague conceptions. 
A face of smiling indifference apparitioned, 
Leaving obsequious reactions, displacing visionary truths, 
Bowed abjectly, spending until it cracked, 
A fragment falling beside another carving 
Robust, devil-may-care, able to conquer the world, 
Yet, when I picked it up, I saw its flaws — 
Desparing tension lines around the eyes 
Unmasking dejection, blinked unflinchingly 
Effusing tears of distraught futility. 
Which mask shall I assume? 
FLETCHER J. ALLEN 


ei eNO AMaLILEs 


he stands on the corner 
with his head dropped 
and saw hung, 
his wet lips sag 
with slobber 
from a relaxed tongue. 
his dark shades rest 
halfway a snotty nose 
that’s dripping snot 
on his dirty clothes 
his hair is tight from uncombed naps, 
his unshaved face looks hard, 
his body is bent like a swaying branch 
into a deep nod.’ 
the wife’s trying to survive 
on welfare, 
the kids are running the streets 
somewhere, 
but he stands, 
without a care, 
without a bother, 
the nodfather. 
By PHILIP N. HENRY 
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FIRE NEXT TIME 


R. DAVIS 
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AMERICAN FRUIT WITH AFRICAN ROOTS: 
WHO AM I? 


Early in the morning I scamper barefoot through the lush underbrush of the 
Congo; 

Later on, I pause at the banks of the Nile for a cool, refreshing drink, delight- 
ing at the soothing sensation of mud between my toes. 

In mid-afternoon I marvel at the magnificence of Ethiopia all wet with tradi- 
tion and rich with knowledge and love. 

As dusk approaches dimming the light of day, I find myself on the Ivory 

Coast watching the silhouettes of beautiful black women dance against the 
golden horizon. 

Who am I? 

I am African fruit with African roots. 

The sun is rising, but somehow it’s not the same; I’m not the same. 

No longer do I feel free to run boundlessly about; for my spirit is tamed; 
I am bound. 

I look at my reflection in the Pond of Oppression and witness the scars it has 
made, 

I hesitate at the Mississippi, but do not drink because I’m not sure the white 
man has discovered it yet. 

White folk talk about buying the big house on Pennsylvania Avenue! I talk 
about buying some D-Con to keep the rats out of by landlord’s old, de- 
lapidated one. 

I look at that ugly, black sister of mine and wonder how she was ever thought 
to be beautiful, with her thick lips and nappy hair. 

Who am IP 


I am American fruit with African roots. 
STONE DAVIS 


1eMe lek OoM TeUsKeE 


The sister showed 

And went into a piece of action 
Never expressed before 

She told a story 

Never told just so 

Her essence being 

You and I 

We step forward, strong and proud 
Becoming aware of the futility 

Of the struggle for the man 

Who tried to deny her the breath of life 


Our existence 
EDGAR L. HUNTER 
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Ba A Ck At Gea 


Only God could make a black angel. 

No man could carve the strong broad nose; 

No man could cut the burning ebony eyes; 

No man could gently curve such sweet, long lashes; 

No man could shape the splender, firm fingertips; 

No man could mold the body that 

Holds my body in indefinte ecstasy; 

Making my limbs numb, making my heart melt 

No man is gentle toward you cause all men envy you; 
BLACK ANGEL 

All man’s efforts have failed, and the destructive 

Is only because they’ve tried to make you over. 


Vanity! Only God could make a BLACK ANGEL. 


ITO 58 (BUSINES JD) 


To be denied the companion of self 
To be denied the chance to explore 
Life’s never bending tracks of age 
Is like having the air cut off. 


To be denied the ultimate thrill of love 
Is like beng left naked on a sheet of ice 
Chilled to the marrow 

Existing only in a frozen state. 


To be denied the fight to sit in apathy 
Is like being pushed into a world of 
Petrified statues. 

You're the only one that can see 

The others eyes and glazes. 


To be denied total existence 
Is like being invisible — black 
No one sees —no one cares 
Where the crying comes from 
As you are being denied. 


To be denied 

Is the feeling you get 
As loneliness sneaks in 
Leaving you in limbo. 


P. M. B. 


JESSE QUICK 


R. NELSON 
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SISTERS SYMBOL OF LIBERATION 


Sisters the pride of blackness 

For your beauty is immeasurable 

Sisters the future of black existence 

For you are the bearer of black generations 

Sisters the symbol of victory 

For your victimization by the victory is not forgotten 

Sisters the fighting force of brothers 

For you shall be waiting when victory is ours 

For you shall be waiting when victory is ours 

For victory shall be ours as long as you encourage black men and not destroy 
our masculinity. 

It shall be ours as long as you remain faithful to blackness and condition 
brothers the same. 

Victory shall be ours because you know your liberation comes with black 
liberation and no other. 

And when liberation is ours. 

And whitey no longer a threat to black extermination 

And when it all comes together. 

The abundance of priviledges and rights we never had will be ours to share. 

And why sisters because you are our inspiration. 


CLARENCE JOHNSON 


THOUGHT #1 


My screams of agony 
Pierce the darkness of self 
I see me — struggling 
In this hell 
My companion — my color 
Others of color I meet 
They too ask for life 
They too have been trampled 
Beneath the feet of a god 
Complex 
Cracker 
World 
Our alternative 
REVOLUTION NOW! 
JESSIE QUICK 


PISS SIPIENG 1 ANIPYB LIAS 


You are all alone 

With no worries and no cares 

Nothing surrounds you except for thin air 

You look up and down and turn completely around 
You never stop to spot — 

Me, the Speck! 


14 JANICE DAVIDSON 


I AM NOT A PROGRAMMED NIGGER! 


I am not a programmed Nigger! 
I do not devote my life to the needless conformity of the system. 


I do not converse in the useless talk that appeases the masses and oppresses 
tie poor and the hungry. 


I am not a programmed Nigger! 
My life is not processed by a computer to determine my fitness to become a 
faceless bourgeois, that decline to speak in the black tongue or refuses 
to live withnn the black culture. 


I am not a programmed Nigger! 

I do not want to impress anyone with anything. 

I do not need to feel inferior simply because I am a Nigger. 
I do not need to live for my house, job, or car. 


I am not a programmed Nigger! 

I still have compassion for my fellow Nigger. 

Even if they refuse to speak when spoken to first, 

Or snub their noses when their friends need a ride and he rides on — the same 


way 


I am not a programmed Nigger! 

I do not speak of revolution without provocation or a gun. 
I do not become violent unless stepped on. 

I do not mistake my enemies for my friends. 


I am not a programmed Nigger! 
I am a rarity. 
I always die too young, too soon, or just in time. 


This poem was not processed by IBM, the Post Office, the U.S. Government, 
ITT, Southern Bell, Master Charge, or BankAmericard. 


There is no hope for a person that does nothing to keep from becoming a 
Programmed Nigger. 
FUZZY LOVETTE 
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MITCHELL 


ul 


HEAD 
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WALKING DEATH 


depressed 

neglected 

he hangs his head 

which reflects 

the digust he feels 

for the creators of his misfortune. 


caught unarmed 

between 

a blackskin 

and a whitewashed dream 
his hope is torn 

by the winds of fate. 


instincts 

awake in his body 

and he lones 

for 

the beat of drums 

melodious echoes of the wild 
the fresh smell of jungle air 

he lones to touch 

the rich african soil 

rock in the cradle of mother nature 
know the protection of her womb 
and feel free. 


processed mind 

obsessed 

by the ghost of adversity 

he seeks pleasure 

through his woman’s body 
but this relief is so short 

and it makes the body so tired 
he turns to other routes 

of freedom 

from his oppressed skin 

and becomes easy prey for drugs 
he enters a world of 

escapism 

forgetism 

don’tgiveafuckism 

he joins the ranks 

of the walking dead. 


PHILIP N. HENRY 


re! 


FAMILY 


E. PROCTOR 
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VENGlelelal ED 


years have gone by. 

i still sit here; 

alone. 

beating my own drum, 
stepping to a beat that 
no one else can hear, 
wondering if all my 
dreams will ever be. 
so many years 

of struggle. 

filled with emptiness. 
fighting, fighting. 
people pulling me back — 
stop! 

I want to make it! 

i've got to make it! 

to prove to you, 

to prove to myself 
that i can 

keep on stepping 

to dreams —of love, 
hope, happiness. 

only a dreamer, 

only a dreamer. 

what else do i have? 
only a dreamer, 

only a dreamer. 
forgive me for not 
seeing you or things 

as they really are; 

for not believing 

that the world is 

the way it is 

holding on to 
something that doesn’t 
exist 

like fading away. 

a dawning light. 
nobody understands 
what it means to feel, 
to see, to smell, to touch 
the unreachables 

only a dreamer, 

only a dreamer. 


ELENA 
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HIM DIDNT KNOW 


Him thought he cool 
In his see-through dashiki 
And instant ’fro, 
Him didn’t know. 
Him raised a clenched fist 
Thought he’d give the sign, 
The BROTHER was wrapped tight 
Had chains on his mind. 
Him grad-u-ate of Ivy League 
Wore cool-ray on his eyes 
Thought his knew the haps, 
Him. didn’t know 
He sold two for a dime. 
Him kept a smiling face, 
Always for whitey. 
Protested a lot — but kept his place. 
Him thought he smart 
Learned to be a Nee-gro 
Thought he one of us, 
Him didn’t know. 
Tried to walk right down the middle 
And nearly blew his mind. 
Came the REVOLUTION, 
Him got left behind. 
ROSELYN Y. TRICE 


A TRIP FOR LOVE 


Each night and each day when I’m lonely and blue 

My love takes a trip to visit you 

You may not know it but it’s my love each day 

That reaches out and starts you on your way 

You see my love travels across the miles between us 

And keeps our love from tarnishing like iron with rust 

Each day my love travels the thousand of miles 

Just to be there when you flash your boyish smile. 

Each day my love floats on the gentle breeze 

To know when you're sad, happy or pleased. 

It’s like the yearly flight of the birds to the south. 

It’s as natural as the crinkles around your mouth 

For each line and each cell in you draws and attracts 

And compels my love to take its flight 

For a soul that continuously roams 

My love visits you each day that youre gone. 
MARTHA KNIGHT 


Black Power 

Black Children 

Crying in the street 

Black Power 

Black Mothers 

Working on swollen feet 

Black Power 

Black Stomachs 

Crying for some food 

Black Power 

Black People 

In an angry mood 

Black Power 

Black Power where can you be 
It seems the white man has the power 
And he is sho laying it on me. 


MARTHA KNIGHT 


I don’t want your bread, 
give me the fields. 


I don’t want your clothes, 
give me the mills. 


I don’t want your money, 
I want the skills. 


I am not a little boy you have to feed, 
clothe, 
and _ bathe. 


I am capable of producing, 
creating, 


supplying and raising, 


So take your fingers out of my eyes, 
Your hands from my shoulder, 


And YOUR 
ASS 
OFF 


MY BACK 
“DAN” 
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PEEP: fa EF Agen Di keWeO kee 


peep the underworld 
with its 

diddy-bobbing dudes 
fighting polaroid shades 
to cover the eyes 

and conceal the disquise 
hip shaking mammas 

in afro wigs 

and skin deep wear 

to advertise what’s there 
punks and freaks 

in high style dress 

in the know 

staging a show 

small timecon men 

and big time pimps 
winos laying stoned 
hustlers laying sober 
everybody trying to get over. 


the underworld 
with pimps 

and hustlers 

fast walking 

fast talking 
eldorados cruising 
dress tails switching 
sweet smelling 
stolen merchandise 
fast selling 

bands pounding 
and good music 
sounding 

pigs circling 

the block 

won't stop 
glancing 

as they pass 

the super fast 
underworld. 


nothing’s new 
on the avenue. 


the underworld will 
move you 
groove you 


but it might lose you 
in the game 
to survive. 


there is no room 

for the slow 

the underworld stays 
on the go 

only the fast 

can last 

or get passed 

up 

and be out 

of luck 


everybady’s somebody’s 


prey 

everybody must pay 
to stay 

in the underworld. 


the underworld 
is a trip 

that’s hipped 
but life 

and the death rate 
is steep 

there’s no room 
to stay 

only a place 
for new prey 
lame 

to the survival 
game. 


the underworld 

is a whirl 

on a merry-go-round 
that’s bound 

for hell. 

the underworld is 
a phony 

a play world 

a man made jungle 
a prison of parasites 
locked in the dark 
a cry in the night 
unheard 

a life of despair 


an escape to nowhere. 
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FUZZY 


EIR ERIS 


24 


LIPS OF MY LOVE 


Your lips, my love, I marvel at.... 
Round, warm, and clinging. 

They touch and caress my naked flesh, 
Slowly, conveying meaning. 

Mounting, climbing, pulling, seeking... . 
Nothing safe beneath their touch. 

Taking pleasure where they find it 

And I thank you very much! 


ROSELYN Y. TRICE 


THINKING OF A LADY 
I’ve once again heard the chimes of Her 


She looks like a Lady 
She talks like a Lady 
She walks like a Lady 
I believe, She is a Lady 


I’ve once again heard the chimes of Her 


She looks like a Lady 

She talks like a Lady 

She walks like a Lady 

Her style is like no other Lady 
Her style is like no other Lady 
So Rare within 


I’ve once again heard the chimes of Her 


She looks like a Lady 
She talks like a Lady 
She walks like a Lady 
I know, She is a Lady 
She is Not A Mirage. 


TINKER WICKLE 
VANZELL WOODARD 
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UNTITLED 


K. MITCHELL 


JE ACHE FURY 9¢ 


Even now I can feel your body pressed close to mine, 

So fierce yet so wonderful. 

Even now love envelopes me as I think of the times, 

When we were together. 

I can feel the rigidness as I held you tight, 

And we let the love come that we couldn't hold back. 

Even now I can feel the strong assurance and 

Your gentle touch that warmed me and made me need you so much. 
Your long sInder body lying next to mine 

Where love left no limits to time — 

Where the world was just filled with the steady beats, 

Not only of our hearts but also of our bodies 

As they collided and arched to meet — 

Of the wonderful sensation that each moment caused to occur, 

Of the whispers, caresses, and the surge of love that engulfed us both. 
Oh I love you, big strong, handsome, Black man, 

The native son of the African sands. 

No moment’s delight could ever occur as the ones we shar€é when we are 
Together. 


Pe OMNGE sel OINGE TOES 


Loneliness causes a great sadness. 
It hurts to think that you are left out, 
Unable to communicate 
wanting to share but finding it impossible 
To be with your love and alone increases the tragedy. 
To feel that neither can listen to the othr’s frequency 
Share the other’s accomplishmnts, without resentment 
Without envy or without appreciation 
To see the deep chasm between you 
Unable to bridge it 
Causes recurring remorse and self-doubt. 
What did I do? 
What can I do? 
Nothing! Nothing! Nothing! 
CHRIS KEMP 
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UNTITLED 
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]. KOONCE 


Well, T’ll pack away this Afro, 
put in the trunk my copy of 

The Autobiography of Malcomm X 
Along with his records, 
Along with my book of 

10 Easy Steps to Swahili 
Put plenty of moth balls around my many 
Dashikis and liberation flags, 

Lock up my “Freedom Now” buttons 
Remove the Red, Black, and Green decals 
From my car, 
Cut off my subscription to 

Muhammad Speaks, 

Correct my slang from 
“Brothers and Sisters” to “Boys and Girls” 
And once again it feels good 
To be able to talk about the weather, 

Instead about that African Liberation bullshit! 
Now that I got my million from this 
“So-called” Revolution, 
This here is one white mutherfucker 
Who is gonna enjoy another revolution! 
Anytime niggers try to be human again . 
Pll just take down my trunk and reopen 
My store and make my second million. 


NAFISKAS JOHNSON 


Black Man, “I” am not the future, 
“WE” are 
You carry a part of my people just as “I” 
But they are to perish if you keep that 
pink in your eye 
Without you I am finite in endeavors 
With you, We are the source of infinite realities 
But these realities are mere dreams if you rub that blond hair 
Black Man hear me,..... 
My son needs a father 
not a book alone 
My house isn’t complete without your nail! 
Black Man realize .... realize ....!!!! 
oa ie 


not 


futurel. eet 
, Baw wan ee A 
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NIODTEE RAN DEG) IED 


30 


C, KORNEGAY 


BACK ALLEY BLUES 


E. SHELLY 
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OH, BLACK WOMAN 


Oh, Black Woman, Queen of the Nile, Tigris, and Eurphrates, beauty un- 
surpassed, let me rap to you a while. 

Oh, sweet Black Woman I want to get into your mind so that we can sho-nuf 
deal. 

Oh, Babe, the melody of your voice is the song of my existence. 
Black Woman, you are so bad that the light of my life is your radiant smile. 

You are so comely, Black Women, I am wet with passion, 

Wet for the pleasure that only you can provide; that only you can elicit. 

Yo, Lady, you will always have my mind; you Sorceress, you “Sextress”, 
my nose is wide open. 

You see, I done copped a case of the love jones for you, girl. 

Can you, dig it? 
Although we gonna split now and go each our separate ways, there will 
always be room for you in my program. 

Your vibrations are so strong, Black Woman, that never could I forget the 
dynamic rhythm of your feminine form as your breasts beckoned me and 
your thighs said hello. 

Though far apart, we will forver be close at heart. 
Good-bye, my Love; my sweet, black, comely Love. 


STONE DAVIS 


Ishit- oVermyoseae ee 
The revolution I mean. 

Are there people still judged by their color? 
Are there hangings? 
Are there still sisters crying, 

Brothers dying 

babies, genocide 
Are you still conking your hair, 
driving a cadillac 
brothers O.D.ing on the 


corner 
Are there roaches and rats in mama’s baby’s crib, 


Is racism, prejudice, hatred, martyred all without 
meaning, pain, hurt, death, death, death, ... . 
Have you seen the end of oppression, 
suppression, 


oie an depression 
Pacification, pacification 


Naw, man J aint’s seen the end of all of that... . 
Then, it ain’t over brother, it ain’t over 
it ain’t 
over. 
“NAN” 
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SEVEN COME ELEVEN AND C. COLLINS 
YLL BE IN HEAVEN 


33 


34 


BALL PLAYER 


E. PROCTOR 


Jal TONITE NITES IE (OME ILIONY IB 


Lately, I have seen your countenance mirrored in the impoverished 
wanderings of my fancy. And I wondered. I wondered if I was ever truly 
in love with you. I wonder assuming you were of the same sentiment, if our 
love could have come to fruition. If my recollections have been so grossly 
distorted that I am assuming too much of the relationship, then it is I who 
must suffer. If our relationship, on the contrary, was in fact a blossoming of 
an ethereal couplet, then surely some unseen force has deemed us the eternal 
sufferers. Yet for fear of being too resolute I must re-examinine if possible, my 
memory of our relationship, determing consequently, if I was in love with 
you, or in love with the idea. 


We sat comfortably in Middle English, high backed chairs, dressed in 
royal blue velvet, and watched the fireplace with irresolute flames lingering 
beneath the logs. Everything about this small cottage was practical. Books, 
voluminous, lined flowered wall-paper, a stereo component domed a tiered 
shelf, over albums of various moods. Calmness pervaded atmosphere.  Al- 
though you were in th next chair, designing some magazine layout, and I was 
reluctantly trying to read Kafka, I felt at one with you. There was no need 
to voice any quiet declarations of love. Yes you were turning your head, 
you smiled, the left cheek blushing from the flames in the fireplace — or was 
it from that same inner glow which warmed me — that feeling of assurance 
one receives when there is some one who can share his problems, but most 
of all, a someone who can share in those delicate moments of joy. What 
was this thing, this visor of steel that prevented my seeing, or thinking, or 
feeling anything, except that I felt I loved you? 


Still I must evaluate this premise of love further. Remember the time 
we toured historic London, the penny arcade, the wax museum, the hot dogs 
in Picadilly, the throb of aching feet, the exuberance in your stride? What 
a mervelous day! On the way home, our moods shifted and we became 
melancholic. What did you feel? I was so happy I felt it could not last I 
wondered how long euphoria could caress me in her fantasy. You teared 
silently. Were thes tears of happiness, or tears of confusion over futurity? I 
was profoundly moved to hope for an eternal union. At that momnt I loved 
you with every wish and with every blessing of Eros and Venus. 


FLETCHER JAMES ALLEN 
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PROCTOR 
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LOOKING OUT 
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C. COLLINS 


LA MUJER TRISTE 
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SUE AGS*OUN St On OBE 


summer is for friendship, 
the touching of hands 
and the sharing of smiles, 
the time it takes to know. 


autumn is for understanding, 
the touching fo minds 

and the sharing of problems, 
the concern it needs to grow. 


winter is for trust, 

the touching of bodies 
and the sharing of dreams, 
making it a reality. 


spring is for love, 

the touching of hearts 
and the sharing of life, 
forever, until eternity. 


PHILIP N. HENRY 


BIA CORBI Or Sieby Kel elas Ya 


Black Prosperity 

Has changed my man. 

He cannot now remember 

The times when this land 

Was toiled by his hand. 

Nor can he remember 

The times when he would 

Come in at the dark of night 

After sweating over 20 acres of land; 

Dead tired to the world, 

When he would pull me to him 

On our makeshift bed and 

We would make love with the bed 

Moaning and groaning more than us. 

Or when we would be so involved that 

We thought it was each others sweat dropping on the other, 
Only to look up and see that the hole in the roof 
Was letting in the seasonal rains. 


Those were tough times when we shared one small piece of cornbread 
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SEASONS OF LOVE 


summer is for friendship, 
the touching of hands 

and the sharing of smiles, 
the time it takes to know. 


autumn is for understanding, 
the touching of minds 

and the sharing of problems, 
the concern it needs to grow. 


winter is for trust, 

the touching of bodies 
and the sharing of dreams, 
making it a reality. 


spring is for love, 

the touching of hearts 
and the sharing of life, 
and the sharing of life, 
forever, until eternity. 


PHILIP N. HENRY 
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INTRODUCING PHILLIP LINDSEY MASON 


Art, through the ages, has been proven to be a valuable aspect of man’s 
communication with man. Art allows one to express his emotions and relate 
to the world in which he lives. Some men are born with certain talents that 
allow them to express themselves in various ways, artistically or otherwise. 

Puitire LinpsEy MASON is a man who is fortunate to have been possessed 
with the talent of art expression. Mason has, and is still succeeding in shar- 
ing his gift with the world. 

Mason, a native of Saint Louis, Missouri, has occomplished much in the 
field art art which has brought him t othe present height in his career. His 
art career started with a boom in high school, where he won four Gold Medals 
and a scholarship to college. After four years of military service in the United 
States Navy, he attended the California College of Arts and Crafts in scholar- 
ship. Mason received a BFA in painting in 1969 with a high distinction 
from the California College of Arts in Oakland, California. After three years 
of study, he was immediately advanced to graduate status and hired as an in- 
structor in drawing and painting. In 1970 he received a MFA in painting 
from the California College of Arts and Crafts. Mason, now serving as De- 
partment Chairman of North Carolina Central University’s Art Department, 
is currently on leave from post graduate study (Ph.D. level) at the University 
of California at Berkeley. 

His other accomplishments include numerous publications on art in not- 
able books, newspapers and magazines in the United States and abroad. He 
has been featured on many television and radio programs across the country. 
Many of his works are on display in museums all around the world. 

Besides being an outstanding artist, Mason’s versatility includes play- 
writing, writing novels, singing and composing music. 

EX UMBRA is very proud to have had the opportunity of interviewing 
such a successful artist. It hopes the readers will detect certain values that 
it takes to achieve such califer that Mason and other successful artists have 
achieved. 


Ex Umsra: How do you like teaching at NCCU? What have you found 
here and what do you think should be done for improvement? 


MASon: I like working at NCCU very much. It’s a challenge for me 
to teach at a Black University. It’s the first one where I’ve 
worked. I’ve had a different kind of direction. One of the 
things I really hope to do here is to push the Black aesthetic in 
terms of exposing Black students more to Black culture or Black 
heritage. 


Ex Umpra: What do you think about Ex UmBra? What things do you 
think the students can do to bring up the caliber of the art de- 
partment? 


Mason: I think the idea of Ex Umpra is an excellent one. It provides 
a vehicle for Black expression, and art is a valuable part of any 
institution where students have means to express; where stu- 
dents should take a more active part in terms of give and take 
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Ex UMBRA: 


MASON: 


Ex UMBRA: 


MASON: 


Ex UMBRA: 


MASON: 


Ex Umpra: 


Mason: 
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instead of just trying to get a piece of paper, and students should 
relate to teachers on a more one-to-one basis instead of the 
good guys versus the bad guys. 


What is your definition of good artist? Do you consider your- 
self to be a good artist? 


I define a good artist as an artist who is honest — honest with 
himself and honest with the people to whom he is relating. A 
good artist is one who has discipline, one who works hard, one 
who projects positive images of Black people. When I think 
about artists — I can be a better artist and I hope that I will. 


What are the chances for an upcoming Black artist? What do 
you think about getting into the museums, and what should this 
artist do if he really wants to have his work known? 


Very good, much better than when I first started out. I would 
think that many artists who want to exhibit would first have to 
gather a body of work and in order to gather that body of work, 
a certain amount of discipline is required that is independent 
of college assignments. Lots of people will work under pressure 
when they have a certain assignmnt to do but later on when 
they graduate, they don’t have pressure from the teacher, they 
tend to clack off. So the main thing is to have a certain kind 
of discipline within yourself, to be committed to yourself and 
what you want to do and once you have that accomplished, you 
can make it. The next thing is getting that body of work to- 
gether and going out. You have to be aggressive too. You 
can't sit back and wait for things to happen. To make them 
happen you should go out and meet people, indulge in a cer- 
tain amount of public relations etc. 


What artist influenced you in the past? 


Probably Charles White because he works on a very realistic 
style and that’s where I'm coming from. I probably relate 
more to his work than any other Black artist. There are some 
other artists that I relate for different things but their inffuence 
would be so minimal that I will not talk about them. Even 
Charles White is not a heavy influence, it’s just that he pro- 


vided sort of an inspiration source — enough to know that it 
could be done. 


What do you think about the influence of travel? A lot of 
artists are always going to Europe and getting inspirations from 
going there. Would you say it would be good for a Black 
artists to go to Africa or other countries? 


I think it would be an excellent influence for a Black artist to 
go to Africa, Haiti and also to Europe because a lot of Black 


art is in European museums. If you can’t see it anywhere else, 
then go to Europe and see it, 


ANY MOMENT WE SHALL DISAPPEAR LEAV- P. MASON 
ING ONLY SPACE TO MARK THE PLACE 
WHERE WE HAVE BEEN 


Ex Umpra: How do you feel about women in art? Do you think that they 
may become more recognized than they were before? Will 


they succeed better in the future than in the past? 


Mason: Yes. It is evident now that Black women are getting more rec- 
ognition now than they have in the past. I think most of the 
books on Black Art now are being written by Black Women. 
With the-exception of James Porter’s book I can’t think of any 
other book that has been written by a Black male. 
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U EN ele limita Ee 


so many days — 

weary days, you 

came in dragging 

your feet, 

bearing the problems of 
the world on your shoulders, 
not wanting to hear 

the upsets of my day — 
don’t worry — 

i understood 

youre trying to make it in 
another man’s world — no 
one can do it for you 

and youre tired, 

i know. 

so lay your head 

upon my pillow 

and forget your trials, burdens 
at least for the minute, 
until tomorrow, 

ill understand 


SiS aE RerR Ate Bike Oe lilt eal 


You say you don’t dig on cocaine and pot, 
But I know you do. 


And after a sniff of perfume, you don’t get hot, 
But I know you do. 


You say you don’t have junkies for pals, 
But I know you do. 


You say you don’t bed with White gals, 
But I know you do. 


You say you don’t care nothin’ "bout school 
But I know you do. 


You say you don’t follow no other man’s rules 
But I know you do. 


Baby, I know you better than Einstein knew Math, 
So sit down and talk to me, and stop trying to be Shaft! 


ELENA 


.M .B. 


